he comes home and see about it. I could find him right
now5 and ask him to do it, I bet."

"He couidn?t do no good," Snopes answered. "You
leave it to me. Ill get that gun, all right."

"1 could tell him I been working for you/9 the boy
pursued* "I remember them letters."

"No, noj you wait and let me ?tend to It. I'll see about
It first thing tomorrow*95

"All right, Mr. Snopes," He ate another piece of
candy9 without enthusiasm* He moved toward the door.
"I remember ever5 one of them letters. I bet I could
sit down and write ?em all again. I bet I could. Sayf
Mr, Snopes? who Is Hal Wagner? Does he live in
Jefferson ?"

"No,, no. You never seen him* He don*t hardly never
come to town, That?s the reason I'm ^tending to his
business for him* 111 see about that air gun, all right.""

The boy opened the doorf then he paused again.
"They got 9em at Watts5 hardware store. Good ones.
Fd sure like to have one of 5em. Yes, sirs I sure would."

"Sure, sure/5 Snopes repeated. "Ourn'll be here to-
morrow. You just wait; 111 see you git that gun.5?

The boy departed. Snopes locked the door, and for
a while he stood beside it with his head bent? his hands
slowly knotting and writhing together. Then he took
up the folded sheet and burned it over the hearth and
ground the carbonised ash to dust under his heel.
With his knife he cut the address from the top of the
first sheet and the signature from the bottom of the
second, and folded them and inserted them in a cheap
envelope. He sealed this and stamped it, and took out
Ms pen and with his left hand he addressed the envelope
in labored printed characters. That night he took it
to the station and mailed it on the train,
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